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SIXTEEN-NINETY. 


A  SERIES  OF  HISTORICAL  TABLEAUX 

(IN  DRAMATIC  FORM) 
•Y 

FRANCIS  W.  GREY. 


Frontenac. 


DRAMATIS    PERSONiE. 

Count  Friwtenac,  Governor  of  Canada. 

Mob.  de  Laval,  Bishop  of  Quebec. 

The  Chevalier  de  CHAMPioNy,  Intendant. 

St.  Laurent  (Raoul  de),  his  friend— a  traitor. 

Chevalier  de  Villerav  i  u.  ■    j     .  t  .    j    . 

„  r        \       I  'nendsol  Intendent  ant    tneniies  ot 

"  Auteuil  j 

D'AlLLEBOUT  DE  ManTET  \ 
Le  MoYNE  D'IbERVILLE 

Franvois  Hektel  f  Canadian  Noblesse. 

Le  Beb  du  Chenne 

Paul  Oionikres  | 

Pierre  Laroque  / 

Jacques  de  Sorel,  of  the  King's  Body  Guard. 

Sis  LuDOvio  Lesue,  his  friend— ot  the  British  Army— Colonel 

of  2eth  Rgt. 
Sir  Wiluam  Phips,  Governor  of  New  England. 
Captain  Short,  RN. 
John  Wallet,  of  Barnstable. 
CAprAiN  Sylvanus  Davus,  of  Schenectady. 
Le  Grand  Aomt,  a  Christian  Mohawk. 
Eaole  Hawk,  a  Seneca  Chief,  friend  of  St.  Laurent. 

Various  Coureurs  de  Bois,  Sailors,  Soldiers,  Attendants, 
Indians,  &c. 


Coureun  de  bois. 


SYNOPSIS  OF  PROLOGUR 

.  .u®""  ?f  ^°T  '*^'*'  •»n'"''«l  from  France  at  the  iiwtintion 
of  the  exiled  King,  Jamex  II,  nieeta,  in  the  Uardenii  of  Venailleii 
lUB  fnend  and  crony,  Jaci|tte«  de  Sorel,  of  the  Royal  Body  Guard, 
bach  telki  the  other  of  a  journey  he  cxjMjctH  to  take  Bhortly ;  and 
each  expkinR  why  the  vilUin,  Raoulde  St.  Uutent,  hates  him. 

J  T^**"",,*,'"'^  *^  talking  they  see  approaching  St  Unrent 
and  Ue  Calliinw,  the  mestienger  from  the  Marouin  de  Deiionville 
Governor  of  Canada,  to  I*i  ,h  XIV.  Hiding b.l.ind  a  tree  they 
hear  thew  two  plot  to  i:  ake  Frontenac's  task,  as  succewior  to 
Ilenonville,  as  difficult  as  pomiblu. 


SYNOPSIS  OF  PLAY. 
Act  I. 

S:ene  1.— Frontenac'B  apartm^pt  at  Quebec ;  argument  between 
him  and  Mgr.  de  Laval,  as  to  respective  limits  of 
Church  and  State. 

Scene  2.— D'Aillebout  de  Mantot,  and  his  friends,  submit  to 
Frontenac  their  plans  for  a  raid  against  the 
English  Colonies.  St.  Laurent  asks  permission 
to  go,  but  is  refused ;  Frontonac  orders  him  to 
remain  within  cannon-shot  of  the  city,  and  to 
report  once  in  every  seven  days. 

Scene  3.— March  past  of  Coureurs  de  Bois,  Indians,  &c.  Bishop 
blesses  them :  "  Go  forth  against  the  enemies  of 
France."  Singing  of  "Benedictus,"  the  "Pilgrim's 
travel  song." 

Act  IL 

Scene  1.— Champigny  and  his  friends  plot  to  upset  Frontonac's 
plana  St.  Laurent  and  Eagle  Hawk,  a  Seneca 
Chief,  arrange  to  warn  the  English  and  the 
Iroquois  of  the  proposed  attack. 

Scene  2.— Council  of  De  Mantet,  Coureurs,  Indians,  &c.,  on 
march.  Eagle  Hawk  appears,  wounded,  and  says 
St.  Laurent  has  been  captured  by  Iroquis.  Sorel 
doubts  this.  Attack  on  Schenectady  decided  on. 
Gigniferes  and  others  sent  to  reconnoitre. 

Scene  3.— Before  Schenectady.  Meeting  of  St  Laurent  and 
Eagle  Hawk.  Gignieres  reconnoitres.  Suddenly 
joined  by  De  Mantet  and  the  rest,  with  Sorel,  a 


priwmer,  chkiwed  with  treachery,  bocauiu^  swn 
talkinK  to  E^gie  Hawk.  Fi^ht ;  Captain  8ylvanuii 
Uaxinaiidothem  captured;  villajfe  burned;  bell 
oi     '  'jghnawaga  Church  rocovenid. 

A(T  in. 

ScBNK  1.— Sir  Williaui  Phips'  heftdquarfeni,  Botiton.  Fight 
between  LeHlie  and  St.  Laurent  Quarrel  Iwtween 
Phips  and  Captain  Short,  R.N.  Plans  of  invasion 
'iiscussed. 

Scene  2.— Deck  of  Phips'  ship  in  river,  near  Quebec.  Leslie 
sent  asliore  to  Frontenac  with  summons  to  sur- 
render "  within  an  hour  of  noon." 

Scene  2. — Frontenac's  ante'.lmmber :  Trial  of  De  Sorel  for 
treachery  ;  Intendaut  and  his  friends  support  St. 
Laurent ;  Leslie,  Uavis  and  Eagle  Hawk  testify 
in  favor  of  D.<  Sorel.  St.  Laurent  confesses ; 
condemned  to  be  shot  at  dawn.  Leslie  delivers 
message  of  Phips.  Frontenac  replies :  "They  that 
speak  for  nie  shall  be  ...  my  cannon  ! " 

PROLOGUE— In  France. 
Scene— The  Garde.vs  at  Versailles. 

Sir  Ludovio  Lesue  (in  dress  of  gentleman  of  period— but  rather 
sober  looking)  enters,  si'iging : 

"  Then  you'll  lak  the  hijfh  ro«d,  tc.  " 
Methinks  we  never  shall,  nor  are  not  like, 
Alack-a-oay,  to  meet  here,  at  Versailles, 
Much  lest,  in  bonny  Scotland :  men  have  died 
As  saith  Will  Shakespeare,   somewhere ;— He   for 

shame  I 
That  I  should  quote  the  Kke ! — but  not  for  love. 

(Ooea  to  Sundial  i 
Good  Messire  Jacques,  'tis  past  the  hour  of  noon, 
If  I  were  late,  I  have  excuse  enough  ; 
A  lady's  wish ;  a  lover's  fond  farewell :  (itinya) 

"And  I  could  never  thole  the  lasit 

"  That  ye  lo'ed  mair  than  me." 

Truly,  her  eyes  would  slay — or  else  her  tongue ; 
lam  not  blind,  sweet  lady,  though  I  love  you  (nngg) 

'*  And  I'll  be  in  Scotland  before  ye." 


Lehlik 
Soul 

IdWUB 


SORIL 

Lenlie 


SOREL 

Leslie 

SORFL 

Lenue 


Tta  like  I  riall     but  here  come.  Me»«re  Jm,.u«.  ; 

T^^h^rrili*^;  "  ■""'  "'""ken  nS^' 
Jliu  hour  tt  leant— or  elm  the  dial  lien 

A»  it  njay  well  do,  «ein^  where  it  rtanda 

"i^irve'j"'''^"'''-'-^ ''•«'•-. 

81.o„ld.tthouhaf/3o'f;rlr-7or'y,r!'hee 

Ah  I  do  thee  and  yet  thou  ,,uitte«t  France 
Shortly  I  underNtand,  or  m  thou  widiit 
I**  night,  between  the  niUHic. 

The  exiled  tyrant  love*  n.e  not,  and^Wnw' 
fcven  ui  bani8hn.ent,  have  power  for  uiiHchief  • 
He  could  not  welldiann™  the  a.„ba««d» 
nut  me  he  could. 

And  whither  goest  thou,  then  ? 
To  England,  flr«t;  then,  later,  a.,  the  King 
Shall  peaHe  to  order;  I  have  nerved  him  well 
In   he  Ute  war  in  IreUnd,  and  he  trunS  me 
Ab  he  hath  cause  to  da-if  I  should  «y  it : 

Whither,  I  know  not,  nor,  to  tell  the  truth 

mTX  I  >;ir  ^""f  I;- 1"^"'  "'"»  «ncient  friend. 
Might  I  be  free  to  tell  thee,  did  I  know. 

Nor  would  I  aek :  but.-we  shall  m™t  again  1 
1  do  not  hke  "  farewell."  * 

V«t  itn.       i      .    X,       ^°'"  I.  Ood  wot ; 
m,  If  thou  stay  m  France,  I  know  not  when 
Nor  how,  mdeed,  we  two  are  like  to  meet 

But,  if  I  journey  far,— as  I  shall  do 

w^r^t't^i^itrdoi.'''"^'"-' 

I  trust  it  n»y  be  so:  .is  many  ^L'"^"""' 
More  than  I  like  to  count,  since  thou  aqd  I 
First  met  each  other— I,  the  heretic. 
And  thou  the  Papist :  yet.  methinks  our  love 


Soul 


LlMUl 


SOREL 


Lesue 


SoREL 

LnuaE 

SOREL 

Leslie 

SoREL 


Pmww  the  botindii  of  creed,  sud  nieetH  in  God : 
I  know,  »t  leant,  that  it  iiii((ht  match  itNelf 
With  that  which  David  luul  for  Jonatlian 
And  he  for  David. 

There,  8ir  Heretic, 
Thou  haMt  the  beat  of  uie ;  in  Holv  Writ 
I  aui  not  Bicillud  an  thou— I  would  I  were ; 
But  Htill  r  love  thee,  heretic  or  no ; 
We  think  alike,  yet  unlike ;  or,  purhapa. 
The  mine  in  different  wayH. 

And  amy  I  auk 
Whither  the  journey  taken  thee  ?     Or  is  that 
A  necret  of  the  State,  not  thine  to  tell  I 

Tis  quickly  told,  I  go  to  Canada 

By  the  Kinjt'B  npecial  wiiih— for  aa  thou  knoreat 

I  wa«  with  Frontenac,  some  yearn  ago, 

In  hif)  tint  term  of  office.     Now  the  King 

Miatruata— in  truth  I  hope  I  apeak  no  treaaon— 

If  so,  'ti»  nafe  aH  were  it  but  a  thought 
And  al!  unspoken.     So— thy  Ki;  ^  niiMtruHta 
Hia  Govemora.    Is  that  what  ■  i.  u  wouldst  «y  ? 
Whom  should  he  trust  1     "  Pi,,  not  your  truiit  in 

Princes  " ; 
Methinks,  the  Prince  hath  greater  cause  to  say  it ; 
But,  pray,  proceed. 

Howe'er  it  be,  he  puts 
Full  confidence  in  none,  however  tried  ; 
He  gives  the  military  rule  to  one,  but  sets 
Another  over  civic  matters — sets — 
How  dost  thou  say  it  f 

A  thief  to  catch  a  thief ; 
So  runs  our  Scottish  proverb. 

Not  a  thief ; 
But  one  distrusted  man  to  spy  and  watch 
A  man  less  trusted. 

Tis  the  way  of  Kings ; 
But — to  thy  mission,  Jacques. 

To-day,  on  guard. 
In  the  King's  antechamber,  'twas  my  duty 


To  give  admittance  to  a  messenger 
But  lately  come  from  Canada :  his  name 
The  Chevalier  de  Calliferes ;  he  would  se^ 
The  King  at  once. 

What  tidin<^  brought  he,  then  ? 
Nay,  those  were  secrets  of  State ;  nor  know  I 
To  speak  the  simple  truth,  what  Denonville    ' 
Desired  the  King  to  learn ;  but  I  was  sent. 
In  haste,  to  summon  Count  de  Frontenac. 
Leslie  {putstcis  ha,idm,  SoreV^  ar,n  and  draws  him  to  mu  mde) 
Br  I,— softly !  who  comes  here  ? 


Leslie 

SOREL 


SOREL 

Lesue 

SOREL 

Leslie 

SOBEL 

Leslie 
Sorel 

Lesue 


SOKEL 


Leslie 


„       ,  ,    ,  •        One  whom  I  love  not, 

Raoul  de  St.  Laurent. 

-.  Who  loves  thee  not, 

Aor  me,  to  speak  the  truth.     The  other,  who  > 
Know  st  thou  his  name  ? 
The  Chevalier  de  Calliferes. 

What  does  he  in  such  company  as  that  ? 
Methinks  he  knows  not 

„    .  Nay,  he  knows  full  well, 

He  18  another  partner  in  the  traffic 
That  St.  Laurent  is  skilled  in. 

What  may  that  be  ? 

A  moment,  and  I  tell  thee.     Tell  me,  first 
What  cause  he  hath  to  hate  thee. 

Why,  the  best 
A  man  may  have.     A  certain  pair  of  eyes 
That  looked  on  me  with  favor— not  on  him  ■ 
A  certain  little  hand  I  held  in  mine. 
That  would  not  rest  in  his :  I  say  no  more  ■ 
But  thou  canst  guess  what  love  he  hath  for  me. 
What  IS  his  grudge  against  thee  ?     Tell  me  quickly 
J<or  here  they  come,  a  worthy  pair  of  friends ! 
Neither  for  lady's  eyes,  nor  lady's  hand, 
Though  those  were  cause  enough,  but  that  I  spoiled 
His  devil  s  traffic  in  immortal  souk 

Traffic  in  souls  I     I  understand  thee  noi 
What  may  such  commerce  be  ? 


4t 
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SOUKI-  Why,  briefly,  this 

— For,  as  thou  aayst,  they  will  be  here  anon — 
The  sale  of  brandy  to  the  savages. 

Leslie  Aye,  here  they  are  :  stand  here,  behind  this  tree 

And  let  us  listen ;  honest  men,  methinks. 
Or  partly  honest,  by  comparison. 
May  fight  with  rogues  with  any  handy  weapon. 
Meantime  explain  this  further. 
(Tliey  withdraw  behind  tree). 

Enter  De  CALui;REs  and  St.  Laurent  (talking) 

St.  Laur.     So  Frontenac  returns  to  Canada  ? 

Call.  The  King  will  have  no  other  Govenior, 

But  his  "  much  trusted  servant,"  as  he  calls  him ; 
Whom  he  mistrusts  and  hates :  today,  at  Court 
I  brought  him  word  from  gentle  Denonville 
An  urgent  plea  for  help.     His  Majesty 
Sends  instantly,  in  haste,  for  Frontenac. 

St.  Laur.     Who  came  at  once  ? 

Call.  Sooner,  if  possible. 

As  one  might  say :  professed  his  loyalty. 
His  absolute  devotion,  and  the  rest 
That  courtiers  use,  as  well  as  thou  and  I 
Had  we  been  in  his  place. 

St.  Laur.  Nay,  he  is  honest. 

Whatever  else  he  be :  I  give  him  that  much  credit 
A  weakness,  say  you  ?     May  be,  but  he  has  it 
What  said  the  King  ? 

Call.  He  asked  him,  would  he  go 

To  Canada  again  ?     The  Count  replied, 
Li  soldier-courtier  fashion  :   Go  you,  too  ? 

St.  Laur.     Have  never  doubt  of  that ;  our  friend,  the  Count, 
Loves  not  Monseigneur  de  Quebec  too  well ; 
He  is  not  one  to  wear  the  yoke  of  priests 
Like  saintly  Denonville :  and,  Monseigneur, 
Set  on  thereto  by  one  who,  not  a  priest. 
Hath  the  true  priestly  spirit,  rested  not 
'Till  he  had  seen  me  banished :  Frontenac 
Stayed  not  too  long  thereafter.     Now,  the  King 
Sends  Frontenac  in  pUwe  of  Denonville, 


Calu 


!^° .""  S*  ^"*<*P'«  most  obedient  servant ; 
Metlunks  his  reverence  shall  be  taught  his  sphere 
U  spiritual,  not  wonlly :  Frontenac 
Will  take  me  back  with  him,  if  but  for  this, 
lliat  Monseigneur  loves  neither  him  nor  me 
And  this  same  priestly  layman,  who  was  he? 


ST.LAua     Can  you  not  guess?    Twas  Messire  de  Sorel, 
Abbi,    I  should  have  said. 


Call. 
St.  Laur 
Call. 


But  he  goes,  too, 
ay  the  King's  special  wish. 

„    ,  How  know  you  that  ? 

Ur  do  you  guess  at  it  ? 

,„.,-,  I  heard  it  said. 

Monsieur  le  Comte,"  these  were  the  King's  own 
words, "       ,  " 

"I  pray  you,  in  your  household  find  a  place 
*or  my  good  friend  and  tmsty  servant,  here  " 
And  pomted  to  Sorel. 

St.  ItAua     And  what  said  Frontenac  ? 

What  could  he  say  ?     He  answered,  graciously— 
As  graciously,  that  is,  as  might  be  looked  for 
Seeing  the  pill  was  something  more  than  bitter- 
rhat  he  was  "  honored  by  the  King's  request ; 
And  no  less  so,  that  Messire  de  Sorel 
"  Should  grace  his  humble  household." 

.  That  was  one 

Against  the  Count,  in  favor  of  the  Bishop 
So,  Messire  Jacques,  we  shall  be  fellow-servants 
lo  His  High  Excellence,  the  Governor 
Of  fair  new  France.     I  pray  you,  look  to  it ; 
Ine  air  of  Canada  might  work  you  ill 
It  is  a  trying  climate,  very  trying; 
And  there  are  savages,  and  bears,  and  serpents : 
A  thousand  risks  and  more :  I  would  not  have 
Your  saintly  life  cut  short 

What  means  all  this  ? 
Xou  would  not,  surely,  kill  him  openly ! 

St.  Lauk.     Not  openly ;  but  there  are  other  ways : 
The  climate,  savages,  and  evil  beasts, 


Call. 


St.  Laub. 


Call. 


. 


J 


fieors,  wolves,  and  serpenta — 0  !  a  hundred  ways ! 

What  matter  how,  to  we  be  rid  of  him. 

And  heaven  the  richer  of  his  sointliness  ?    (Exeunt.) 

Re-enter  Leslie  and  Sobel. 

Lesue  Art  thou  afraid  of  him  ?     He  threatened  thee : 

He  hath  the  will  to  kill,  perchance  the  power. 

SoREL  Good  friend,  I  say  it  humbly,  but  I  fear 

No  mortal  man,  nor  aught  that  he  can  do ; 
But  only  Qod  and  sin. 

Lesue  Why,  sayst  thou  so  ? 

Then  art  thou  safe  indeed,  from  any  foe. 
(Curtain.) 

Act  L 

Scene  1. — Frontenac's  private  apartment  in  the  Chateau  at 
Quebec.  Frontenac  and  Bishop  Laval  seated  at 
fire,  talking. 

Bishop      "  Meddling  in  state  affairs,"  I  think  you  said. 
Because  I  said  that  Messire  St.  Laurent 
Should  never  have  returned  to  Canada. 

FBOin'.         That  said  I,  and  advisedly,  my  Lord ; 

You  and  your  Jesuits — whose  zeal  I  doubt  not. 
As,  God  forbid  I  should ! — take  too  much  part 
In  matters  of  the  State.     This  St.  Laurent 
Had  served  me  well,  on  more  than  one  occasion, 
As  best  he  could ; — there  comes  a  pi  \ih  layman. 
Who  should  have  been  a  priest — and  lays  a  charge 
Of  selling  brandy  to  the  savages, 
— Which  may  or  not  be  true — against  my  friend : 
Your  Reverence  would  give  me  rest  nor  peace 
Till  I  had  sent  him  home  to  France  again. 

Bishop         And  yet  you  bring  him  back ;  methinks,  my  Lord, 
It  had  become  you  more  to  leave  him  there, 
The  charge  was  true,  as  I  am  satisfied. 

Front.         Let  that  be  as  it  may,  it  was  not  proved 
By  evidence  to  make  »ie  think  it  true. 
In  any  case,  take  note  of  this,  my  Lord ; 
I  am  no  Denonville  to  suffer  priests 
Set  foot  upon  my  neck :  I  know  my  place  : 


Bl8H0P 


Fbont. 


Bishop 


{"hont. 
Bishop 


Front. 
Bishop 

Front. 


Twere  well  if  you,  and  certain  Jesuita, 

Knew  yours,  the  Altar,  not  the  Council  Chamber. 

The  King  hath  Het  me  in  the  Council  Chamber, 

And  Qod  hath  set  me  over  all  aflaim 

Which  touch  the  weal  of  souls  redeemed  by  Christ. 

Then,  if  the  State,  of  which  you  are  th§  head, 

Claim  jurisdiction  over  souls  of  men ; 

Invade  the  realm  of  God ;  as  God  shall  judge  me, 

I  will  withstand  you  to  the  uttennost. 

I  have  no  wish  to  trespass  on  the  field 

Of  Holy  Church  :  J  only  set  the  limits 

Of  your  domain  and  mine :  I  du  but  say 

These  are  the  State's  a&irs ;  these  others,  youis, 

Concern  our  Mother  Church. 

'  Shall  Caesar  set 

The  limits  of  his  jurisdiction,  say 
What  their  extent,  ond  leave  the  rest  to  God  ? 
Such  rest  were  scant,  methinks.     Not  so,  but  Qod 
Shall  name  His  boundaries,  and  they  are  wide ; 
How  wide.  He  only  knows ;  and,  so,  my  Lord, 
Caesar  shall  be  content, . . 

With  what,  your  Grace  1 

With  what  God  giveth  him ;  nor  ask  for  more ; 
Not  raise  his  foot  to  mount  the  steps  whereon 
The  Throne  of  God  is  set :  nor  stretch  his  hand 
To  grasp  the  sceptre  of  Omnipotence : 
Nor  trespass  where  High  God  sees  fit  to  place 
A  barrio  in  his  path. 

How  shall  I  know  it. 
And  so  commit  no  trespass  ? 

I  will  shew  thee ; 
For  I  am  God's  vicegerent  in  these  matters, 
Accountable  to  Him,  and  to  His  Vicar, 
But  not  to  any  other  man  on  earth ; 
King,  Prince,  or  Governor. 

Your  Reverend  Grace 
Claims  a  wide  scope  of  rule,  and  leaves  the  State 
A  narrow  one,  at  best 


Bishop  I  leave  it  all 

That  Qod  hath  given  it. 

FboNT.  Yet,  in  this  matter 

Of  Belling  brandy  to  the  savages, 
What  hath  our  Holy  Mother  Church  to  say  I 
Methinks  it  is  the  State's  affair,  not  hers. 

Bishop        Not  hers  ?    She  is  the  Mother  of  them  all ; 
And  cares  no  less  for  them  than  for  the  rest : 
Not  hers  ?    What  saith  she  ?    Ask  you  that  of  her ! 
This  is  her  answer :  All  the  fiends  of  hell 
Could  find  no  toil  more  devilish  than  this, 
Of  selling  brandy  to  the  savages. 
The  state's  affair,  not  hers !     My  Lord,  beware ! 
Lest  that  you  meddle  in  the  affairs  of  God, 
And  answer  to  Him  for  it,  heavily. 
I  would  not  fail  in  reverence  to  you ; 
But  men  speak  burning  words  from  hearts  on  fire ; 
Forgive  me  that  I  speak  so ;  I  am  moved. 
More  than  I  well  can  say. 

Fbont.  I  know  your  Grace 

Speaks  as  he  feels,  as  I  am  apt  to  do. 
TioB  much,  at  least,  I  promise,  I  will  charge 
Saoul  de  St.  Laurent,  as  he  shall  answer 
To  me  and  to  thf  King,  to  heed  his  steps. 
And  not  to  give  you  cause  to  make  complaint 

Bishop         'Twere  better  did  you  tell  him  he  shall  answer 
To  One  yet  higher  than  the  King  or  you. 
In  any  case,  of  this  I  am  convinced. 
Your  Excellence,  at  least,  will  do  your  best 
To  stay  this  devil's  traffic. 

Front.  That  will  I ; 

Therein,  your  Grace  may  surely  count  on  me. 

Enter  Attendant  : 

There  are  some  gentlemen  who  wait  without 
Who  crave  an  audience  of  your  Excellence. 

Feont.  Admit  them  instantly.     Your  Grace  will  stay 

And  hear  this  matter  out  ?     They  come  to  tell  me 
Of  certain  plans  against  our  English  neighbors. 

Bishop         Who  are  the  enemies  of  God,  and  France. 

I  thank  you :  I  vrill  gladly  stay  and  hear  them, 


Give  them  my  benediction,  ere  tliey  go 

To  flgJit  tor  Fnmce  and  Holy  Mother  Chureh. 

SciNE  2.-The«me     Enter  d'Aillebont  de  Mantet,  Le  Moyne 

i.  ,Tr".       °P  '*»"« "»«'' '"  his  chair  as  U  tired- 
but  li«tei,8,  with  much  interest.)    "^  "  "  *'"*• 


As  to  those  plans  we  Uitely  spoke  about 
Have  you  all  weighed  them  well  ? 

.     ,  We  have,  my  Lord, 

And  come  to  give  our  answer. 


Front. 
De  Mant. 

Front.         Yes  ?  or  No  ? 

Le  Movne  Yes,  twenty  times,  my  Lord,  if  there  be  need 
ui  more  than  simply  yes. 

Front,  (spread,  maps  an  table:  they  aU  gather  nmnd.) 
o.  ,.    '  1         Here,  then,  are  maps; 

Shew  me  the  route  that  each  of  you  will  take. 
You,  Sieur  de  Mantet.  whither  ^  you  first  ? 

Dk  Mant.    To  Albany,  my  Lord,  with  d'lberviUe 

Le  Ber  du  Chesne.  and  others,  my  go^  friends. 

And  certain  Christian  savages,  whtile  zeal 

For  Holy  Chureh  and  France  we  well  may  count  on. 

Bishop  (Httingup)    See  you  restrain  them  fmm  all  cruelty 
v^hnstian  they  may  be,  savages  no  less.  ^ 

In  heat  of  battle,  flushed  with  victory  ■ 
I  doubt  me  much  if  it  be  wise  to  trust  them, 
Or  '-^wful  to  employ  their  services 
*-ven  against  the  enemies  of  God, 
As  are  t{iesc  heretics. 


Front. 


Le  Ber. 


Front. 


What  would  you  have  i 
War  18  but  war,  at  best,  and  horrible 

T^  H^K^^r*,""',"',*" '  y"  «™<=«  i«  right 
To  doubt  the  lawfulness  of  such  employ 
Of  savage  allies.  ^   ' 

W»  ,!„  K  *  i:  1.,       ^'.*^  y""""  Excellence, 
We  do  but  figh',  as  others  fight  with  us. 

Sound  policy,  Le  Ber,  but  hardly  Christian. 
I  pray  you,  bear  in  mind  his  Grace's  warning. 


aiSP^ES 


And  cheek  these  mvages  ag  best  yo  may 
From  any  act  of  wnnton  cruelty. 

I*  MoTNE   Your  Excellence  may  count  on  us  in  this ; 
I  speak  for  one  and  all. 

^^'^-         ^       „  'Tis  well,  I  trust  you. 

You,  Messire  Hertel.  which  way  lies  your  road  ? 

Hertxl  (jmints  to  map) 

Here  to  the  south  and  east  are  villages 
All  undefended ;  the  Abenakis 
Will  gladly  join  with  us. 

„  J  Enough ;  the  King 

Hade  me  destroy  his  ancient  enemies— 
I  bid  you  do  the  same.     I  understand 
Sufficient  of  your  plans,  no  need  to  know 
Their  every  part  and  point.     When  set  you  out  ? 

To-morrow  noon  at  latest.     Shall  we  need 
To  see  your  Excellence  again  ? 

Why,  no; 
But  I  shall  see  you  start. 

And  I  will  give  you 
My  blessing,  ere  you  go. 

.  We  thank  your  Orace, 

Most  heartily :  we  thank  your  Excellence, 
And  herewith  take  our  leave. 

(Kneel  to  Bishop ;  bow  to  Qovemor.) 

And  I  am  stayed  for. 
Ho  must  be  gone :  God  keep  your  ExceUence 
Until  we  meet  again. 

I  thank  your  Grace 
And  trust  to  meet  you,  then,  at  noon.  t>   morrow. 
Upon  the  Champ  de  Mars.     (Bmoa  Bi8)wp  oiU.) 
Enter  St.  Laubent  Your  Excellence 

Was  pleased  to  send  for  me  ? 

Yes,  St.  Laurent, 
1  sent  to  bid  you  walk  a  waiy  path 
Nor  give  occasion  to  His  Grace  the  Bishop 
lo  make  complaint  of  you  as  he  did  once. 


Front. 


De  Mant. 


Front. 
Bishop 


Le  Beb 


Bishop 


Front. 


Front. 


Not  without  caiue,  perhapa.     I  Hay  no  more ; 
This  much  Ik  plain  enouKn. 

St.  Lavr.  I  imdetdtwid, 

And  shall  obey  you  atraitly.    Tliire  is  word 
Of  some,  who  go  to  visit  our  good  neighbon 
AcrooB  the  southern  border.     Doth  it  please  you 
That  I  should  go  with  them  ? 

FKOtrr.  It  doth  not  please  me ; 

Remain  here  in  Quebec,  and  I  shall  know 
Where  I  may  find  you,  should  the  need  arise. 

St.  LAUR.     I  crave  this  much  at  least,  to  go  and  come 
Within  the  limits  of  this  settlement 
As  I  shall  have  occasion. 

Front.         To  what  end  ? 

St.  Lauh.     Not  to  sell  brandy  to  the  savages ; 

Of  that,  your  Excellency  may  rest  assured, 

Front.         On  what  assurance  ?    On  your  word  or  oath  ? 
Either  were  scanty  pledge. 

St.  Laur.  Your  Excellence 

Is  pleased  to  have  his  gibe.     Yet,  I  have  served  you 
As  well  as  I  was  able. 

Front.  And  yourself. 

Not  less,  if  truth  were  told. 

St.  Laur.  That,  as  it  may  be  ; 

Yet  if  I  served  mysslf,  'twas  but  as  duty. 
The  first  and  cbiefest — duty  to  myself. 

Front.  Aye,  thou  wert  ever  ready  with  thy  tongue. 

St.  Laub.  (puts  hand  on  sword  hilt) 

And  with  my  sword,  if  you  have  enemies. 

Front.  Should  they  be  thine,  as  well.     Well,  come  and  go 

Within  the  limits  of  a  cannon-shot 
On  every  side  the  city ;  but  report 
Once  every  seven  days,  or  answer  it 
To  my  severe  displeasure. 

St.  Laur  I  am  cprateful 

Your  Excellence  should  shew  me  this  much  favor ; 
And  crave  to  take  my  leave. 


IT 

S^KT.  Well,  get  th«e  j^one  ; 

But  heed  my  warning :  I  have  work  enough 
To  pleaae  the  Binhop  and  the  Jeauitii ; 
See  thou  give  no  fuir  cauae  for  their  complaint. 

St.  LAua     Your  Excellence  shall  hold  me  for  a  Saint 
Ere  you  have  done  with  me. 

FnoNT.  I  doubt  it  much ; 

Nor  am  I  fain  to    dt  thee  to  the  touch. 

SciME  3.— The  Champ  de  Mars.  De  Mantet,  Le  Moyne,  I«  Ber, 
de  Sorel,  Oignieren,  Pierre  laroque,  Le  Grand 
Agnii,  CoureurH,  Indiann,  &c.,  in  marching  co«- 
tume,  standing  about  in  groups. 

De  Mant.    Come,  give  it  voice,  that  good  old  travel  song. 
(Thfy  all  nng  a  Vuyageur  mmg.) 
Another — but  here  comes  His  Ebccellence 
The  Governor,  and  Monseigneur,  the  Bishop. 

(Enter  Frostenac,  with  Bishop  leaning  on  his  arm :  Orderly, 
Jesuits,  &c.) 

(They  aU  chtitr  them.) 
Messires.  we  thank  you  for  your  hearty  welcome ; 
You  go  to  fight  the  enemies  of  France ; 
God  save  our  good  King  Louis  i 

AU.     Vive  le  Koi ! 
Again  I  thank  you.     Monseigneur,  the  Bishop, 
Hath,  as  I  know,  a  word  to  say  to  you 
Before  you  do  set  out. 

All.     Vive  Monseigneur ! 
Et  vive  son  Excellence.  Lc  Gouvemeur ! 

Front.  (am(U  to  Bislu/p)    The  Church  comes  first,  you  see, 
Even  at  such  a  moment. 

Bishop  (amde)  Nay,  not  ho  ; 

It  was  first  vive  le  Roi,  as  meet  and  fitting. 
To  Voyayeum- — 

Ye  go  to  fight  the  enemies  of  God, 
Of  Holy  Church  and  France,  but  bear  in  mind. 
They  whom  ye  fight,  are  still  your  fellow  men  ! 
Protect  the  weak,  the  women,  and  the  children  ; 
Pity  the  wounded — and  respect  the  dtwl. 


Fhojit. 


BiHHOP 


Oo,  Md  HiKh  God  go  with  you— bat  nmember 
It  IK  to  Hini  that  you  ahall  pvo  aooount 
For  what  yo  do. 

All.     We  will  remember  it 


Then  nhallye  Burely  proiiper.    Go,  Ood  Uem  yoo  ■' 

(They  ,M  kneel  and  he  bletme  them.) 

NoAv  ere  ye  go,  iiing  all  of  you,  together 

As  ChnittiBiw  RhouM,  the  pilgrim'*  travel  Hong. 

(They  ,ing  the  Benedictvu,— filing  paet  (u  they  nng). 

(Cfurtain.) 

Act  II. 
Scene  I— The  Intendanfn  Library  in  Chateau  Bigot,     Cham- 
pigiiy.  Calliirea,  ViUeray,  Autouil,  St  Laurent 
l!*gle  Hawk,  seated  round  the  fire. 
Champ  (to  St.  Lnurent)  ' 

How  fared  you  with  His  Excellence  to-day  ? 
To  my  heart's  liking,  he  hath  given  me  leave 
To  go  and  come  within  a  cannon-shot 
On  ev'ry  side  the  city— but  report 
Once  in  each  sennight 

Cannon  cany  far ; 
Tis  a  wide  limit,  not  too  well  defined, 
like  those  between  the  Count  and  Monseimeur 
The  Bishop  of  Quebec. 

If  he  make  haste, 
A  man  may  journey  long,— by  land  or  sea— 
withm  that  space  of  time ; 
(To Intendant)  ' 

How  think  you,  Messire  ? 
Champ.        That  may  he  truly. 

(To  St.  Laurent)  So,  His  Excellence 

Did  not  see  fit  to  send  you  with  the  rest 
Against  our  English  neighbors  ? 

He  did  not. 
As  I  have  told  you  Messire ;  yet,  methinks, 
MneJi  might  he  done—had  you  a  mind  to  i(^ 
Within  a  single  week :  command  me,  Messire, 
I  will  not  say  you  nay. 


St.  Laur. 


VjU. 


AUTEUIL 


St.  Laub. 


Call. 


Wo  might  aooompliiih.  Utmare  Clanipiray. 
Did  you  couent  to  it 


Cham.        Spwk  out,  then,  what  / 


Call. 


ViLL. 


That  thM  new  Qovernor  Hhould  fliid  hin  path 

Not  quite  «o  urno  ',h  and  plain  a.  he  would  have  it : 

We  Mmt  to  Fran  .  for  aid  axahut  the  British, 

But  warcely  for  the  C.mite  de  Fronteiiac ; 

Yet  It  hath  pIcamMl  HiH  Miyenty  to  wnd  him. 

Whether  we  would  or  no ;  and  to  recall 

^r  nioet  oblipiig,  kind,  De  Wnonville. 

Well,  let  us  aee  what  Frontenac  can  do 

Without  us,  since  he  hath  not  asked  our  aid  ■ 

How  say  you,  tcentlemen  1    U  this  in  reason  / 


here  are  maps  (fimiulii 


In  reason  and  in  season : 

them  on  table). 
Le  Moyne  sluUI  journey  this  way ;  Hertol  this. 
AunuiL      How  know  you  this  1 


ViLL. 


0  4  T     -11  Perehancelguessat  it; 
But  1  will  wager  anything  you  choose 

1  have  guessed  rightly ;  pray  you,  let  me  finish : 
Une  meets  the  Iroquois  and  8ene«as, 

With  whom  we  have,  at  best,  a  doubtful  truce 
rhanks  to  our  friend,  the  gentle  Denopville  • 
(toe  the  Abenakis;  with  these,  nt  least. 
We  can  do  nothing,  for  they  hate  the  English 
And  will  not  be  withheld  from  their  revenge 
U  the  occasion  offers,  as  it  will. 
When  Hertel  comes  among  them,  presently. 
What  of  the  Iroquois,  and  Senecas  ? 


Call. 

ViLL.  Ask  that  of  Eagle  Hawk. 

(To  EagU  Hawk)     What  says  my  brother  I 


Ea.  Hawk 


ViLl. 


My  l»other  knows  that  there  is  enmity, 
Th^  many  moons,  between  the  Iroquois 
And  all  my  brother's  people. 

They  have  cause. 
Thanks,  once  again,  to  gentle  Denonville. 
But  there  are  Iroquois  and  Senecas 
From  Montreal,  who  go  with  D'lberville— 


So  it  U  niDioreil— will  thy  people  Hirfit 
Aiptiint  their  bnthran  I 

Ea.  Hawk  Will  the  e.Kl«  «Kht 

Aji^iwt  the  cMTiuii  crow  f    Th«M  renegaden 
Will  never  utand  aifuiMt  my  people.     W»h  ! 
They  .re  i.ot  l>r»ve«,  but  iiqiiawii,  and  feeble  boyi, 
Yet  «h«ll  their  nnlpii  Iwnx  in  oUr  wi({w«nr»  mnoke 
Before  another  moon.     Wah  I     Kairle  Hawk  liath 
apokon. 

Cah.  And  Rpoken  to  the  point. 

(To  InlemlanlJ  Memure,  I  crave  your  licemw 

To  Hpeak  a  woi-d  or  two  to  St.  Uurent ; 
TiM  well  you  take  not  too  much  part  in  thin ; 
Have  I  your  luave  to  Hpeak  to  him  in  private  f 


Champ. 


You  hove  ■  (thejf  vntlulraw  to/nml  ufatuge ;  SugU 

Htttvk  jinuM  them) 
But  thoui(h  you  two  be  drawn  apart, 
MethinkH  the  fleud,  himself,  will  make  a  third. 


AiniuiL  (pninting  to  EugU  Hawk) 

Or  one  that  beam  hie  nemblance,  at  the  least, 
If  not  bin  very  self. 

Champ  (mmm»  himmlf)  The  Saints  confound  theo 

For  that  ill-omoned  jest — if  jert  it  be  I 


AUTEUIL 


Calu 


St.  Laur. 
Call. 


No  jest,  in  truth,  but  sober  verity  ; 

If  there  be  fiends  incarnate,  he  is  one. 

And  Si  Laurent  another. 

Why,  they  say  (whupen ;  Cluimpiffny  ahem  nffnt 

of  horror,  eromen  hirnmlf  again.     They  then 

turn  to  table  and  jiltiy  cards). 

Now,  listen,  St  Laurent,  end  give  jfood  heed : 
When  do  you  next  report  to  Frontenuc  ? 
To-morrow  sennight. 

It  may  so  fall  out 
You  shall  not  need  to.     Now,  Schenectady, 
So  Villcray  contends,  is  where  they  go  to ; 
Or  else  to  Albany :  if  you  slimild  chance 
To  meet  the  Iroquois  or  Sene.  .ji. 
Warn  them,  at  once,  of  Froutenac's  designs  ; 
But,  chipfly,  warn  them  at  Schenectady, 
Make  thence  to  Boston,  to  Sir  William  Phips. 


St.  Lauh 
Cau. 


EA.UAWK 


St.  Lauh, 


Cau. 


Champ. 


St.  Laur. 


AUTEUII, 


How  Rhall  I  grt  there  ? 

-n_  -^  •  •      .     . .  ***'*  "•*■'  *'"  K"We  von, 
rr<iiit  hiiii.  bundtM,  to  plan  tli»  iiwttvr  out  ■ 
Betwwni  tho  two  of  you,  it  hImII  gu  ill 
If  you  mioceed  not.     What  i»y»  IdiKle  Hawk  t 

Thill,  that  my  brother  in  a  Kreat  white  chief 
And  Ht  to  Nit  in  council ;  Enxle  Hawk  will  im 
With  thin,  hiH  brother,  ox  the  white  chief  bidii  ■ 
Fintt  to  .Schenectady,  and  tli.ii  l„  RwUm. 
When  doth  my  brother  Htart  I 

,,,,       ,  At  Huniiet,  chief ; 

Wherefore,  good  frien<l,  luive  all  in  readinexH 
And  let  OH  loHe  no  time.  (bVit  S,Ij;U  Hawk:} 

Then  fare  you  well . 
But  when  you  take  your  leave  of  Champiimy, 
See  that  you  toll  him  nothing;  nhould  it  chance 
That  thiK  shall  come  to  light,  then  Frontonac 
Will  doubly  be  our  lord,  and  '^liampimiy 
Sent  home  to  France,  to  pri-wn,  or  to  death. 
We  have  lost  much  in  loHiug  Deuonville ; 
Thui  Frontonac  is  of  another  'urt. 
And  muot  be  handled  in  ai;other  fonhion. 

(They  return  to  the  otiuti  i  y 
Meedre,  you  quit  ui ,  chonly,  I  believe ; 
I  ask  no  queDtionii,  but,  before  you  go. 
What  iay  you  to  a  toant,  af\d  to  a  nong 
To  call  to  mind  our  sunny  native  land, 
Or,  maybe,  some  one  dearer  still  than  France  / 
lhor«  are  dark  eyes,  I  doubt  not,  that  would  fain 
Ijook  m  the  eyes  of  nome  of  us  again. 

Perchance  they  look  in  othent— 'tis  a  way 
That  dork  eyus  have,  or  else  I  do  them  wrong ; 
_^et  do  I  thank  you  kindly,  and  will  drink 
To  France  and  ladies  fair ;  but,  as  to  singina 
I  pray  you  pardon  me ;  'tis  not  an  art 
V»  herein  I  do  excel :  in  sober  truth, 
Methinks  that  I  am  saddest  when  I  sing, 
And  so  are  those  who  hear  me.     (AU  laitnk} 

Villeray 
Singeth  not  over  vilely. 


Champ.  We  wUI  hear  him ; 

But,  first  the  wine,  to  make  his  piping  mellow. 
(Ringg,  enter  Sarvant) 

Bring  wine  and  glasses ;  draw  the  curtains  close ; 
Kmdle  the  lamps,  and  pile  the  fire  with  logs. 
(Exit  Servant :  it-enters  and  does  as  bidden). 

Messire,  (to  St.  Lav/rent)  I  envy  not  your  frosty 

journey ; 
But  this  good  wine,  I  trust,  will  give  you  courage. 

(They  aU  drink.) 
Now,  Villeray,  a' song 
VlLL.  Since  you  will  liave  it,  then. 

Fill  up  my  glass,  and  see  yon  join  the  chorus. 
SinA)s  "A  la  claire  fmitaine." 
(Curtain  falls  on  Clionis.) 

Scene  2.— Forest  near  Lake  Champlain.  Winter— 2  camp  fires. 
Le  Moyne,  De  M»»itet,  Le  Ber,  De  Sorel,  Gigniires, 
and  other  Coureurs,  in  blanket  coats,  snowshoes,' 
packs,  guns,  &c.  Le  Grand  Agnii  and  other 
Christian  Indians. 

De  Mant.    Draw  nearer  to  the  fire ;  it  grows  cold. 
(To  tlie  Indians) 

What  was  it  that  my  brothers  wished  to  know  ? 


iNT  Ind. 

De  Mant. 
2nd  Ivi). 


Lg  Ber 


We  have  marched  many  days  and  many  nights, 
Nor  met  with  foes ;  will  not  the  great  white  chiefs 
Tell  their  red  brothers  where  this  war-path  ends  ? 
At  Albany — or  at  Schenectady. 

Since  when,  then,  have  my  brothers  grown  so  bold? 

There  was  a  time,  not  many  moons  ago. 

They  were  afraid  to  meet  the  English  warriors ; 

And  now  they  lift  the  hatchet,  and  set  out 

Against  their  villages :  how  comes  the  change  ? 

The  great  Onontio,  the  King  of  France, 

Hath  given  commandment  that  it  shall  be  thus : 

Let  me  but  make  it  plain.     The  King  of  England, 

Not  quite  two  winters  since,  was  driven  forth, 

And  a  strange  chief  owns  all  bis  villages. 

He-  was  a  friend  to  our  Onontio, 


And  would  not  let  his  warriors  fight  against  us ; 

But  this  new  chief,  our  bitter  enemy, 

Hath  dug  the  hatchet  from  its  burial  place, 

And  sent  his  warriors  forth  upon  the  war  path ; 

We  go  to  punish  these  rebellious  childrer 

To  slay  them  first,  ere  they  have  time  to  slay  ua 

My  brother  speaketh  wisely,  we  will  follow 
This  path  a  little  longer. 

To  its  end, 
I  trust,  my  brother. 

Let  my  brother  wait, 
And  he  shall  see. 

(Indian*  witlidraw  to  their  own  fire,  squat  and  smoke.) 


1st  jnd. 


liE  MOTNE 


2nd  Ino. 


Le  Ber 


De  Mant. 


Where  are  the  rest  of  us  ? 
Qignieres  is  slow. 

They  will  be  here  anon ; 
They  are  not  far  behind.     Saints  I  it  is  cold ! 

Sing  thou,  but  not  too  loud — and  stir  the  fire 

We  know  not  who  may  hear. 

(Le  Ber  sings  softly ;  "  Par  derriere,  chez  ma  tante," 
or  Mallmmck  s'en  va-t-en  guerre.) 
De  Mant.  Hist !  cease  thy  singing, 

I  heard  a  dry  twig  cracking.     Who  is  this  ? 
Not  one  of  ours,  I  think. 

DeSohel  Tis  Eagle  Hawk, 

A  Christian  Seneca ;  I  know  him  well, 
But  trust  him  less. 

Enter  Eagle  Hawk  I  greet  my  brothers. 

And  ask  to  join  their  council. 

De  M.!NT.  Sit  thee  down. 

Good  brother ;  eat,  and  smoke  of  what  we  have. 
(Eagle  Hawk  takes  out  pipe,  Le  Ber  gives  lam  tobiicco.) 
Le  Beb  {(Mide  to  Sorel)     Why,  think  you,  comes  he  here  ? 


Ue  Sobel 


On  no  good  errand ; 
I  pray  you  watch  him  well. 


Le  Beb  (aside  to  Be.  Munt.  and  Le  Moyne)     Aye,  and  you,  too ; 
Yon  know  too  much,  methinks,  of  this  sane  savage.' 


Ea.  Hawk  (loola  up)    Is't  true  my  brotheni  go  to  Albanj', 
Or  to  Schenectady  ? 

Le  Moyne  My  brother  aslu 

More  than  we  know  ourselves.     Is  he  alone  ? 

Ea.  Hawk    Alone,  but  wounded.    (Shows  bandaged  hand}. 

De  Mant.    Ha !  how  came  you  so  ? 

Ea.  Hawk    Not  two  days'  march  beyor      he  white  men's  vil- 
lage— 

De  Mant.  (quicHy)  Quebec  ?    Chambly  ?    Which,  means,  my 
brother  I     Speak ! 

Ea.  Hawk    Quebec,  my  brother;  I,  and  one  white  man, 
Journeyed  in  peace,  on  business  of  our  own. 
But  were  beset  by  twenty  Iroijuois, 
Who  took  the  white  man  prisoner ;  I  escaped. 
And  followed  in  your  footprints. 

De  Sorel    Which  way  went  they  ? 

Ea.  Hawk    Towards  the  south  and  east. 

De  Sorel  To  Bostftn,  doubtless ; 

My  brother  told  us  not  the  white  man's  name. 
But  I  can  guess  it.     Messire  St.  Laurent. 

Ea.  Hawk    How  doth  my  brother  know  ? 

Le  Ber  (iwide  to  Le  Moyne)  Aye,  how,  indeed  ? 

Saints !     I  will  watch  you,  Messire  de  Sorel, 
Methinks  you  know  too  much  of  this  affair. 
To  be  entiiely  honest.     What  thiukst  thou,  Le 
Moyne  ? 

Le  Moyne  (anide)  Why,  much  as  thou ;  but  let  us  hear  them 
further. 

De  Sorel    'Twas  but  a  guess  ;  yet,  as  it  proves,  a  true  one : 
So  he  is  captive  to  the  Iroquois, 
And  taken  off  towards  the  south  and  east  ? 

Ea.  Hawk  (aidkily)  Even  as  my  brother  says ;  (to  De  Mant.) 

I  pray  your  leave 
To  join  my  brethren  round  the  other  fire. 

De  Mant.     My  brother  hath  my  leave,  but  we  shall  miss  him, 
(EagU  Hawk  erossen  utage.) 


De  Sorel    The  treacheroux  devil !     Heard  you  over  ho  ? 

Le  Beb        What  mean  you,  then  ?     We  understaiid  you  not. 

De  Sorel    'Tis  plain  enough,  I  fancy  ; — Eagle  Hawk, 
And  St  Laurent  were  cronieH,  years  ago ; 
Partners  in  that  vile  trade  of  brandy  selling, 
For  which  the  greater  6end  was  sent  to  France, 
Thanks  to  our  saintly  Bishop.     Frontenac 
Hath  brought  him  back,  and  this  hath  come  of  it. 

Le  Moyne   What,  then,  hath  come  of  it  ?     Speak  plainer  yet. 

De  Sorel    Saints,  it  is  plain  enough  ;  this  St.  Laurent 
Is  nowise  prisoner  to  the  Iroquois, 
But  gone  to  Boston — or  Schenectady. 
To  warn  the  English  of  our  speedy  coming 
And  what  we  plan  against  them.     Eagle  Hawk 
■  Comes  here  to  spy  on  us — or  to  betray, 
Should  the  occasion  offer. 

De  Mant.        k  Say  you  so  ? 

Then  must  we  strike  at  once.     Schenectady 
Lies  here  (points) ;  there  Albany,  much  farther  off; 
Therefore,  our  aim  must  be  Schenectady, 
Which,  warned  or  not,  we  must  assault  to-night. 
Or  at  the  dawn  at  latest. 

LeBeb  Thatsei  3  Mohawk, 

Le  Grand  Agnie,  may  he  be  trusted,  think  you  ? 

De  Mant.    Even  as  one  of  us.     ( Whutlea  softly.) 

Hist  I    Gignieres, 
Thou  com'st  when  most  I  want  thee. 

Gioni»:res  (comes  from  back  of  statge)    Called  you,  Messire  ? 
What  would  you  have  ? 

De  Mant.  Take  some  half  score  of  men, 

Cowmurs  den  bois,  whom  thou  canst  safely  tmst 
To  hold  their  peace,  and  do  as  they  are  bid : 
Set  out,  at  once,  towards  Schenectady ; 
Find  out  its  weakest  spots,  and  where  'twere  best 
To  make  a  sudden  onslaught — bring  me  word 
Before  the  dawn,  at  latest.     Get  thee  gone. 
And  hasten  thy  return :  let  no  man  see  you 
Start  or  come  back. 


0IONI&RE8 


«T     1.  1,  t    I    Meadre,  you  know  me  well ; 
We  shall  be  back  two  hours  before  the  dawn. 


1 


SCBNB  3._The  forest  near  Schenectady.     VUlage  roofs  seen  in 

moonlight,  palisade,  stumps,  &c. 
Enter  Eaols  Havk.  from  bddnd  tree;  imitatee  cry  of  white  owL 
Sr.  Laurent  (comes  from  nhadmv  ofpalimdee) 

What  news,  good  brother  ? 
Ea.  Hawk  Frenchmen  come  this  way  ; 

They  will  be  here  before  night  turns  to  day. 
St.  Laur.     Many,  or  few  ? 

Ea.  Hawk    ^  A  little  band  of  braves, 

So  many  and  two  more  (holds  up  tim  fingers). 

^■^■^^^     ^         ,  They  will  be  here 

Sioon,  does  my  friend  think  ? 

Ea.  Hawk  That  shadow,  yonder  (points). 

hhall  not  have  gW)wn  by  so  much  as  my  hand. 
Before  they  come. 

St.  Laur.  Thy  hand?    An  hour  at  most, 

Is  it  not  so  f     (Eagle  Hawk  nods  assent). 

Good,  then  rejoin  their  camp 
As  soon  as  may  be ;  if  thou  find  occasion 
Speak  words  apart  to  Messire  de  Sorel, 
As  were  he  one  with  us,  if  they  should  see  thee. 
Make  thme  escape  in  haste :  I  go  to  tell 
Captain  Sylvanus  Davis  of  their  coming. 

(Exit  Eagle  Hawk) 
If  but  these  pious  Puritans  act  promptly, 
Methinks  surprise  awaits— the  other  party. 
(Goes  to  palisade). 
Enter  GioNlt^ES  and  several  coureurs  de  bois. 

All  silent,  and  no  guard.     I  like  it  not. 
That  trail  we  followed — led  this  way.  ' 

(eX4iniinss  snow) 
And,  here. 
Is  yet  another  trail  that  comes  and  goes. 
Comes  from  that  i.a!iaade,  and  goes  again 
Back  where  it  came  from. 


I 

t 


PlEBRI 
OlON. 


y   ,.  Pierre,  mon  ami, 

la  that  a  stump,  or  not  1 

A  stump,  mon  ami, 

I  am  not  sure ;  I  pray  thee,  go  and  see. 


(Pierre  goe^sSciuinectwAy  man  Oart^  up  from  behind  nUmp 
a%gniere  elwots,  man  fall*.) 


QlON. 


De  Maijt, 


QlQN. 


Just  as  I  thought ;  it  was  a  red  man's  trail 

1  read  it  as  our  Cur^  reads  liis  Missal 

He  came  this  way  to  warn  them :  that  dead  Yankee 

Met  mm  just  here. 

Dieu— if  it  was  another 
ihen  they  are  ready  for  us— Bien,  je  pense 
Twere  best  to  hasten  back  and  warn  the  othera 
But  here  they  come. 
(Enter  de  Mantel  and  Mlufni,  as  in  Scene  1, 
de  Sorel  a  prisoner.) 

You  foUow  quickly,  Messire, 
We  were  about  to  bring  you  news. 

'    IT  ,  And  we 

Have  news  for  you,  mon  ami ;  know  you  him 
Who  came  among  us  ? 


Le  Bek 


Eagle  Hawk  1    I  thought  so! 
He  hath  betrayed  us  I 

And  not  he  alone, 
bee  you  a  prisoner  in  our  midst  ?  (points  to  Sorel.) 
m  M  ■  „  We  found  him 

Talkmg  to  Eagle  Hawk :  the  Indian  vanished, 
But  left  the  traitor  to  his  fate. 
I  said  he  knew  too  much  of  Eagle  Hawk 
To  be  entirely  honest,  and  this  proves  it. 
GION.  (w>ide)     Never  believe  it,  Messire;  we  have  followed 
The  Indian's  trail,  right  to  that  hollow  yonder 
Where  now  poor  Pierre  lies  dead ;  but  Ea-^le  Hawk— 
His  trail  was  plain  as  my  good  gran'mere's  beads- 
Had  no  companion.     I  am  sure  of  it. 
But  there  was  one  came  from  Schenectady 
And  met  him  here— stood  hefu,  and  talked  'to  him 
And  then  went  back :  moefen  suis  certain  Msieur 
Messire  Sorel ...  but  here  is  other  business. 


m  flamea     Retun.  with  beli.  shoutin^^^d  fe^"  *"  "* 
Davis  (to  i)e  jlfant) 

Only  because  your  traitor  played  us  fal^, 
And  told  us  there  were  but  a  few  of  you 
Now  God  confound  him  for  a  Popish  liar ; 
naa  It  been  otherwise  ... 

What  traitor  ?    This  one  I  (,H,inU  to  Sm-d). 


De  Mant. 
Davis 

De  Sorel 
De  Mant. 


a 

J 

t 


For  the  first  time,  right  now,  as  Ood  shall  judge  me. 

KfTefeneet"*"  =  ""^  '  ^^"^  "  ^"^ 
A  hundred,  if  thou  wilt ; 


But  not  to  me.' 

DeSorel    To  whom  then? 

De  Mant.  t„  ii,   f> 

h;.  «         XL    «  io  the  Count, 

(To  Danish  Ynn  ~  "^        Governor ;  thy  judge  and  mine. 
Uo  JMifu))  You  say  you  never  saw  this  man  before  ? 

^'■''  ?hTi^t''P'°\^^-     It*"  "Frenchman 

H  f    p\    r '.  *•"'  ""t  »  "««'  ''ke  this. 
He  ?     Be  he  Papist  and  idoUter 
Or  what  he  wiU,  he  is  as  innocent 
Of  treachery  as  I  am. 

TIT     . .  The  other's  name : 

Was  it  some  name  of  Saint  ? 

vr  it-  ,     ,        „  .  Why,  as  to  that, 

I  cannot  answer  for  your  Popish  ones, 
Who  may  liave  fancy  for  his  company 
For  la<:k  of  better ;  but  his  evil  face 
I  hope  to  see,  as  high  as  Hamans  was. 
Upon  a  gallows,  as  its  fittest  place : 
that  IB  an  honour  I  were  fain  to  do  him. 

Le  Moyne    Tis  like  you  may,  if  you  can  point  him  out. 
Here,  or  m  presence  of  the  Governor. 


Le  Ber 


Davls 


1 


De  Mant. 


-t 


Davw  If  Ood  80  pleane,  I  shall ;  but,  geiitlelneii, 

-For  such  ye  are,  though  ye  be  French  and  Papists- 
It  groweth  colder  with  the  growing  dawn ; 
1  am  your  prisoner,  and  there  are  women 
And  childron  captured ;— pray  you,  make  «  start 
Toward  the  place  of  our  captivity. 

Mesaire,  I  crave  j'our  pardon ;  Gentlemen, 
Set  out  to  bring  this  news  to  Canada ; 
And,  08  you  go,  ring  the  recovered  bell, 
Which,  once  again,  in  Cavghnawaga  Church 
Shall  call  the  faithful  in  to  Holy  Moss. 

Davis  anide     To  Popish  mummeries,  but . .  God's  Will  bo  done. 

Exeant:  Indiam  ringing  beU,  dancing  and  nhoating. 

(Curtain.) 

Act  III. 

Scene  l.—Phips'  headquarters,  Boston  ;•  Leslie  (dress  of  British 
Colonel),  walking  up  and  down  ;  sings  "Sir  Ber- 


tram." 


Leslie 


A  Popish  song,  and  yet  an  honest  one ; 
So  many  a  man  hath  gone  to  his  account 
In  those  old  Border  feuds;  and  many  more 
Shall  go  that  way,  ere  the  account  be  full. 
(Enter  St.  Laurent:  dtarts;  makes  tmvardt,  door; 
Ledie  intercejits  him.) 

Sc !  Messire  St.  Laurent,  we  meet  ogain. 
When  least  we  looked  to  do  so.     Seas  are  wide 
But  not  too  wide  for  hatred.     You,  methinks, 
Thought  not  to  meet  me  here ;  but,  when  in  France 
Spoke  somewhat  over-boldly ;  you  would  this. 
That,  and  the  other,  like  another  Hector, 
Or  Amcadis  of  Gaul,  when  next  we  met. 
Well— we  are  met— ond— I  await  your  pleasure. 
Pray  you,  begin  to  do  your  will  on  me ; 
I  shall  not  balk  you,  rest  assured  of  that. 


St.  Laur. 


I  am  a  prisoner,  Messire,  as  you  know. 
Therefore,  methinks,  you  scarce  deal  justly  bv  ma 
Were  we  in  France 


Lnui  ,, 

Or  .i.v»im.  »...*  ^  Mywhere  but  here, 

in  words,  I  doubt  not ;  m  to  deedii  1  knn.  -S 
And  aa  to  prisoner -  '     *"''*  ""*• 

St.Laur.     Vou  insult  me,  Memire. 
Lkhue  You  take  me  rightly,  M.H«in,,  I  intend  to  • 

Prisoner  you  may  be ;  tmitor,  «,  I  take  it 
()r  «py,  perhaps ;  I  still-aw.it  your  X««.. 
(Strike*  him  in  /««  with  glmt ) 
ST.  Ut-H.     Ventre  Saint  Oris  but  I  will  surely  kill  y„„ 
for  that  last  insult  I    {Dniwi.)  ^ 

And  thank  you  for  yo:';r.te^7»-' 
Saferyrtenr'""^ -''*'' "'>'''-- 

(Thm/ fight.) 

""^'o'Csta^r  "^"^'^  «""-•  ^N.,  and  JOH.  W.u^. 


Phips 


St.  La  pa 


Put  Hn„  '  ''™*'i°K.  even  here ; 

rut  down  your  weapons.     (Uey  ^»rate.) 

Keen  v™,  th-        J^"''/'''  **»**«'■  Scotawon, 
Keep  you  these  customs  for  your  native  land 

And  those  who  love  them— 

IT ,, .    ,  Monseer  St  Laurent 

How  came  ibis  btawl  about  ?  ^"rent 

Calledmeaspy.atraitof''"'""""*^""'- 
Shoht  „„«.,„  ,y  «,y)        o^j^        ,. 

He  spoke  a  bitter  trutiL  .  ' 

Walley 

Methinks  that  thou  hast  spokenVulf  ^' 
l-hongh  I  m..,hke  thy  strange  and  uncouth  oaths. 
Phips  (angrily) 

Now,  gentlemen,  to  business :  Short  and  Walley 
Short  (dn.^^  /.;  w/  up)  Captain,  so  pmy  you 
Ph"^  ai.  -.l     t      .        •    ' 

A.    t»          T    ,       °" — *  *"d,  and  say  it 
As  often  as  I  plooix. "■»»/«. 


SHORT  And  I  r»iM»t 

My  name  and  style  sru  ri){hUy — CuptHin  Short, 
Of  the  KingH  Navy. 

Phiph  Be  you  what  you  niay, 

Here  you  are  Hhort 

Short  (turn*  to  iji>)  Then  hero  I  do  not  niay 

Till  you  Nhall  learn  to  treat  me  an  In  tit, 

Phihh  (in  II  fury)  You  stay  not ;  naid  you  ? 
By  the  Lord  you  whall  t 
(HtrUam  at  him  vrith  Itin  raiif — WiiUry  ami  Ledin 
aepanite  tlwm.) 
Wallcv       Good  gentlemen,  I  pray  you,  guntlemen, 

I  pray  you  ceaoe  from  thiH  unHeemly  ntrife, 

How  nhall  our  foeo 

(Sea  St.  Laurent  nnUing) 

Now,  (]od  confound  that  Frenchman  I 
That  he  should  nee  us  thus ;  mine  old  friend  Phipa, 
My  new  friend  t'ri/rfrim  Short,  Hliake  handn,  I  pray 
And  understand  each  other,  on  ye  nhould. 

Short  Sir  William,  I  crave  pardon. 

Phips  Captain  Short 

I  crave  the  like  of  you — my  hand  on  it, 
I  meant  not  to  offend  3'ou. 

ITiere  is  mine 
And  my  good  will  with  it :  so  now  to  busincsa 
What  would  this  Frenchman,  traitor,  spy,  or 
prisoner  ? 

Phips  (ande)  He  was  brought  in,  by  certain  savages. 
But  whether  spy  or  prisoner,  I  know  not. 
Qood  Monseer  St.  Laurent,  I  crave  your  pardon 
But  I  have -urgent  business  of  the  ,State 
And  cannot  hear  you  now — another  time. 

I  am  your  Honor's  most  obedient  servant. 
Thick-headed  fool,  who  would  not  take  the  chance 
I  had  to  offer. 

Lehmb  (ami/if)  Fool,  T  think  ymi  said  > 

Tiiat,  Messire,  you  shall  answer  straight  to  me 
(Exeunt : 
clanh  of  mmrds  heard  outnde ;  Iteavy  fall.)    Re-enter 


Short 
(Atide) 


(Aloud) 


St.  Laur. 
(.4  side) 


f 


IiBttJK 


Phiph 


Short 


Phipm 


Short 
Waixbv 

Short 


Phifs 

Wallet 

Phips 

Short 
Phiph 


(toj.)  I  crave  your  Honor'*  pardon,  you  forbwle  nw 
To  quarrel  in  your  preaence,  I  liave  done  so 
Beyond  it,  in  the  panage,  to  Home  purpow ; 
Methink*  our  prUxmer  ret|uire«  a  mirgeon'ii  aid. 

Then,  by  High  Ood  1  the  Count  of  Frontenaa 
Shall  funiiah  him  with  one,  or  with  a  do«e 
Of  tempered  steel,  nhall  cure  him  once  for  all 

A  hempen  colUr  would  become  him  better ; 
Truiit  him  to  me,  and  my  yard  ann  Rhall  carry 
A  fitting  ennign,  when  we  take  Quebec. 

It  may  not  be,  but  I  Hhall  send  him  back 
To  take  my  compliments  to  Frontenac, 
And  to  announce  our  coming.     Courtesy 
Is  not  a  gift  of  mine,  but  I  can  learn, 
Old  as  I  am— What  say  you.  Captain  Short  ? 


Short,  an  it  please  you. 

Short  and  sweet,  methinks. 
Craving  your  pardon  for  an  ill-timed  jest. 

No  jest.'I  swear,  was  ever  better  timed. 
The  air  is  sweeter  for  that  little  squall. 
And  we  are  sweeter  tempered,  all  of  us. 
What  says  your  Honor  ? 

Honor — call  me  Phips, 
And  we  shall  travel'  fttster. 

So  you  send  him 
Back  to  his  master  ? 

Send  him  to  the  devi! 

And  he  would  get  there  sooner.     Let  us  see 

'  (Loola  at  notes) 

tirst  to  Port  Royal  -after  to  Quebec— 
WaN  that  the  plan  we  came  to  I 

Even  so, 
We  Hail  to-morrow  morning,  do  we  not  ? 

Aye,  not  to  let  our  messenger  outstrip  us 
Too  long  a  space. 

Well,  gentlemen,  I  think 
That  will  complete  our  business.     May  the  Lord 
Confound  the  French,  and  save  our  good  King 
William. 


SCCNE  1— 

PaiFB 

Maixiy 

Phip!) 


Shout 

Phips 

Leslie 
Pbiph 


Deck  of  Phip.  ahip,  in  river  n«ar  Quebec ;  ween 
puwinK;  chonw  of  milon,  "  Heartii  of  (tek"; 
Boatuwiim'H  whiiitle,  "  All  handH  let  ga  anclior"  ; 
Marine  on  oontry  go ;  ntray  nliotH,  itc.  On  cnwrter- 
deck,  PhipH,  Short,  Walluy  anil  loMlie. 

A  murrain  on  theae  Frenchmen,  and  their  allieN 
These  devil  apawn  of  Indiann.  ' 

__       .  Of  a  truth,  Sir, 

1  hey  have  accorded  iw  a  hearty  welcome. 

They  have,  indeed,  a  triae  over  hearty  ; 
They  jjive  an  all  the  river  to  ourwilveH, 
But  not  an  inch  of  Hhore. 

a..  ,     .      ^  .  May  be,  Port  Royal 

StickH  in  their  jfiamrdH,  it  in  toucher  eatine 

Than  frojjB,  at  all  events. 

Your  meHHeii)(er, 

Spy,  traitor,  prixoner,  hath  he  yet  arrived 

With  your  fair  KreetinK  to  Count  Frontenoc  I 

That  we  nliall  know  anon. 

Good  Master  ScotHnian, 

1  crave  your  pardon,  good  Sir  Ludovic, 

P™y  you,  prepare  yourself  to  fo  aHhore. 

So  please  you,  I  am  ready  to  net  out 

Upon  the  very  instant ;  I  but  wait 

Your  Honor's  message  to  the  Governor. 

Say,  then :  The  Governor  of  MassachuHetts. 

Commissioned  and  empowered  thereunto 

By  William,  King  of  B-itain,  France  and  Ireland 

—Third  of  the  name,  whom  Ood  protect  and  save! 

,  .  (All  mine  lintn) 

Ltomands,  m  reparation,  satisfaction 

And  full  atonement  of  past  injuries. 

War,  raids,  and  massacres,  assaults  of  arms 

By  land  or  sea,  against  the  Colonies 

And  subjects  of  His  Gracious  Majesty, 

The  unconditional  surrender  and  release. 

Within  an  hour  of  noon,  of  all  the  forts, 

flnna,  batteries,  and  ammunition,  stolen. 

Provisions,  and  all  other  things  therein  contained ; 

Inhabitants  and  soldiers — of,  in  fact. 

The  Citadel  and  City  of  Quebec. 


Lbnui         And,  if  the  Oovamgr  rafuM  oompliMiea, 
Ai  ha  in  like  to  do  1 

PlilM  Then  tell  him  thin : 

I  open  flro  kt  oiiee,  and  that,  methinlu, 
I*  iihort  and  aweet.  a*  Walley,  here  would  My. 

Wallet      Nay,  I  proteat,  that  jeat  ia  out  of  date ; 

BendeK,  I  meant  it  not — it  waa  unaeenily 
In  out)  of  my  profeaaion,  aa  an  elder 
In  Barnstable. 

Short  A  pilUr  of  the  chnreh, 

I  doubt  not,  Walley  {(uride  to  Pkijm) 

Neither  abort  nor  HWeet, 
Judged  by  hia  Tig,  and  by  hia  flgure-head. 
How  think  you,  Phipa  ? 

Ph'W  Why,  very  much  aa  you. 

Pray  you.  Sir  Ludovic,  to  get  you  gone, 
And  toiretum  aa  soon  aa  may  be. 

Lesue  Sir, 

I  will  be  back  aa  aoon  aa  poaaible. 
{Boatmvain  pipa,  Ledis  clirnha  over  nie.) 
PHIP8  Think  you  that  Frr.ntenac  wiii  ,  inld  the  city  ? 

Short  I  doubt  it  much ;  Port  Royal,  it  is  true. 

Gave  U8  no  serious  task — but  this  Quebec 
la  a  much  harder  nut  for  us  to  crack ; 
Beaidea,  we  have  no  force  of  men  or  guns — 
The  King  commands ; 

Phips  Aye,  that  is  very  well 

For  Kings  in  England,  or  for  niinistot 
A  thousand  leagues  away ;  but  we,  out  here, 
Know  more  of  our  concerns  than  they  can  do. 

Short  (stiffly) 

Slethinks  your  Honor's  words  do  smack  of  treason. 

The  mother  land  is  still— the  mother  land. 

And  should  have  sway  and  rule  o'er  all  her  children. 

Phips  The  mother  land  is — not  our  mother  land. 

Short  It  was  your  father's,  and  their  fathers',  toa 

PaiPS  Well,  let  us  say  it  is  our  mother  land, 

What  then  !     The  sons  and  daughters  of  the  house 


Shobt 


PniFs 


Shout 


Orow  np  and  marry  ;  Hhall  the  Mother  wy 
J  J  thin  or  that,  a*  were  we  little  children 
Not  fit  to  i(uide  oumelvui  I     Not  no,  but  we 
Yield  love  and  honor  if  you  will—ami  thrnlu 
For  all  ahe  in  and  wan — obedience,  no  I 
My  married  win,  I  trow,  obey*  me  not 
Yet  in  no  lem  my  son,  nor  Iovcm  ni«  lum 
BecauNe  he  anKwem  now  no  more  to  me, 
But  to  himnelf  and  Uod. 

Nay,  have  it  ho. 
It  M  HtranjfB  doctrine,  but  hnth  Hhow  of  reamn ; 
Yet  we  return  to  this— the  Kinj{  conjmandii ; 

And  we  obey ;  but  cannot  take  Quelec 
Or  I  miittake  my  old  friend  Frontenac. 
Meantime,  what  say  you  to  a  rousing  chorua 
To  Bhew  these  Frenchmen  we  be  BritiiiherN  f 


That,  are  we  all ; 

A  chonu  it  iihall  bo. 
Bo«'n  pipe  all  handB  aft  for  grog  and  muMio. 
(Boatmaiin  u^iM-s,  men  come  aft  and  n,uf  "  B>ty  of  Bucay.") 
(Oartain.) 

Scixi  2.— Frontenae'B  antechamber.     De  Mantet,  Le  Ber,  Le 
Moyne,  Sorel,  under  arnnt. 


DeMan. 


Sorel 


Le  Ber 


De  Sorel 


It  gneveg  me  aoro  to  say  a  word  against  you. 
Yet,  what  can  I  ?    The  charge  was  duly  laid 
And  must  be  tried  before  the  Governor. 
Have  you  no  means  to  prove  your  innocence  ? 

None  that  I  know  of ;  Oigniires  told  ■  ou  true, 
I  never  went  towards  Schenectady. 
He  swore  to  have  followed  up  a  single  trail 
And  that  a  red  man's— ye  believe  him  not ; 
What  more  do  ye  require  ? 

This:  how  came  Eagle  H;  -t 
To  speak  with  you  in  private  I 

D  .  X,  ■    T  ,  '•''''■**•  I  "^no*"  not ; 

But  this  I  know,  the  savage  hates  me  sorely : 
Not  without  cause ;  another  hates  me  worse, 
Not  without  greater  reason. 


Le  JToyne   Who  is  he? 

I)E  80KK.    One  that  ye  know  foil  weli-^nd  here  he  come. 
(Enter  St.  Laurent) 
Me«,h..  our  friendH  would  know  what  eau«e  you 


St.  Lauh. 


have 
To  wish  me, ill  ? 

TJ,»„r    Y''*''»'W     None,  rarely.  Mewire 
The  cimiate.  as  you  know,  is  not  to6  h«ilthv 
for  one  of  your  complexion.     Hatyou  fW 
I  only  wish  you  safely  back  in  France  ^' 

De  Sorel    Thou  danm'd  cur  were  bnf  m„  1.     j        .. 

ThoushouldstnJtr.^-X'^i-f-t-'^. 
•St.  Laub.     Gently^  ^  j,essire,  this  Canadian  air 

Hath,  a«  I  feared,  proved  all  too  strong  (or  vou  • 

Which  you  are.  very  like  to  breathe  ere  long. 
Le  Moyxe  (,w,:rf«  ^,  £^  5^^^ 

So.^1  was  ris:htto  call  hin,  damn'd  cur 

I  did  not  thnik  our  layman  Jesuit 

Had  such  a  measure  of  the  devil  in  him— 

1  hnikst  thou  he  did  betray  us  ? 
Le  Ber 

More  like  this  cur,  and  that  infe^K' ^' 
W  ho  vanished  just  in  time—  ^  ' 

Mi     ...  '^"t  Fronte.iac 


Sorel 


Laval 


Boy,  boy,  is  this  thing  true  they  say  of  thee  > 
God  knows  it  is  not,  and  your  Grace  should  know 
If  I  may  say  so-better  than  to  think  it. 
God  knows  I  do;  but  for  thy  witnesses 

SnTthafd'    .Thou  wilt  Ld  them  everyone, 
Against  that  devil  yonder,  and  the  others- 


n 

DeSorel    Theothe™i    But  in  answer  to  your  question  • 
God,  our  Dear  Udy,  and  mine  i^^^Sce  ' 

The«e  are  my  witnesses,  if  they  avail  not' 
nen  am  I  all  undone. 

Your  (>..,,  h  .  ^"''/o''  these  others 

\our  C,™,v  has  spoken  of,  I  p™y  yo„,  „„„,  ^^^.^ 


Laval 


De  Sobel 


Laval 


De  Sorel 


I  B  Clmm,  .gny  the  Intendant.  and  de  Callii.re, 

Tha  t"7  ""^A"'""".  who  shall  swear  ' 

How  w  it^h"„r    ^"^  Ti""  *''^"'  ""  ">«  «-• 
now  wilt  thou  answer  them  ? 

Rnt  j->  ,      ^°  *"'"',  I  know  not : 

To  of^T"?"^  ">«  to  yo"  Graces  pmJem 
To  God,  Our  Lady,  and  my  patron  .W 

He  and  His  Blessed  Mother. 

Rut  ),„«  *i,  ^°^  protect  thee. 


Fear  them  ?  I  fear  no  face  of  n.ortal  n.an 
But  only  God— and  sin.  ' 

(Tliey  ivtire  wp  stage.) 

Enter  de  Championv,  and  others  {as  above). 

Champ,  (bmm  to  Laval,  who  returm  salute  stiffly) 

De  Mant.  w  ,  , . 

Tl,.*  ,        ^  ^^'^^  yo«.  heartily 

That  y.u  are  pleased  to  yield  to  my  reqLt 

Vour  Grace  s  place  is  here,  at  my  right  hand  • 
Yours,  S,r  Intendant,  here  (*«,«LS '")  ' 
M«Hsir«  <J„>„i  1     ^""8  ""t  the  prisoner. 


SORBL 

Front. 

SOREL 

Front. 

SoREL 

Front. 
Laval 


Front. 
(To  Sard) 

SoREL 


This,  your  Excellence, 
I  never  left  the  camp,  uor  ever  went 
Towards  Schenectady. 

How  came  the  Indian  chief 
10  speak  to  you  in  secret  ? 

That  I  know  not. 
But  that  he  hates  me  sorely. 

Hates  you ;  wherefore  ? 
For  that  I  spoiled  his  traffic,  years  ago 
Of  selUng  brandy  to  his  countrymen  ;  ' 
His,  and  anoth"r's— Messire  St.  Laurent 

So  ?     You  repeat  that  ancient  calumny 

Against  my  friend  and  servant  ?     It  shall  serve  you 

No  single  whit,  for  Messire  St  Laurent 

As  shall  be  proved  by  many  witnesses  ' 

iNever  sold  brandy  to  the  savages. 

I  crave  your  Excellence  to  give  me  leave 
lo  speak  a  word— that  Messire  St  Unrent 
Irafficked  m  brandy  I  have  evidence 
That  cannot  be  j,  linaaid ;  moreover,  you 
Sent  him  to  France— on  that  same  evidence. 

Sent  him  to  France  to  do  your  Grace  a  pleasure 
ABd  to  give  peace  to  this  distracted  country 
What  more  have  you  against  my  friend  and 
servant? 


This,  that  his  fneud  and  comrade.  Eagle  Hawk 
haid  he  was  captured  by  the  Iroquois 
Some  miles  beyond  Quebec. 
(To  Manta  and  the  otlwra)       Ye  heard  him,  Messires 
Say  whether  it  is  sa 


De  Mant. 

Front. 
St.  Lacr. 


We  heard  him,  sir. 
But  whether  he  spoke  true  or  false,  we  know  not 

What  sayst  thou,  St  Laurent  ? 

„,  ^,  'Tis  false,  your  Excellence ; 

Ihese  gentlemen  will  swear  I  never  left  them 

How,  then,  could  I  be  captured  in  the  forest  ?' 


Auteuh,      That  will  we  freely. 


Frost.         What  say  you  now,  Messire  ? 
SoRia  {proudly) 

This,  tliat  my  witnesses  shall  yet  appear. 
{Enter  Ordkrlv) 

(fog.)     Two  wait  without,  your  Excellence. 


Front. 
Orderly 

Front. 
Ord. 


Front. 


SOREL 


Who  are  they  ? 

One  is  an  officer  who  brings  a  messaee 
Under  a  flag  of  truce. 

Admit  him,  instantly. 
Announce  his  name  and  style. 

Now,  for  the  other. 
A  wounded  Indian  Chief,  one  Eagle  Hawk 

n°?f  J  ^^  ""''  "'™'  °"'«'<Je  "le  city  walls  ' 
Half  dead  and  frozen,  scarce  an  hour  ago. 
Who  claims  an  audience  of  your  Excellence. 

{ConMemation  of  St.  hiureni.  &c.) 
Admit  him,  too, 

Messire,  I  pray  you  tell  me  {to  Sard) 
Are  these  your  witnesses  ? 
.     ,  One  is,  at  least. 

As  for  the  officer — 


{Ih-enter  Orderly,  with  Ledie  and  Eagle  Hawk) 

{Annourtces)  Sir  Ludovic  de  Leslie, 

Colonel  commanding  in  the  British  Service 
Sent  by  Sir  William  Phips,  with  messages 
Unto  your  Excellence  I 

Front 


w         -i  iv  ^Veais..  Sir,  I  pray  you ; 

We  wait  the  message  of  Sir  William  Phips. 

I  crave  a  moment's  grace— I  see  a  friend 
,  ,.  {Stepx  towards  Sorel) 

In  sore  distress— have  I  your  gracious  leave 
lo  ask  him  how  this  chances  ? 

V        t.     J  Freely,  Messire, 

Kour  fnend  is  charged  that,  at  Schenectady— 
(Enter  Capt.  Stlvanus  Davis,  hurriedly)- 

Schenectady  ?     Who  said  Schenectady  ? 

He,  there,  a  traitor !— now,  as  God  shali  judge  me 

He  IB  as  innocent  of  treachery  as  I  am 


Lesue 


Front 


Davm  (look,  round.  «,,,  St.  Lanrent) 

Know  me  not  ? 


Davis 

Leslie 


IJou  son  of  Ananias  1 
rhou  Popish  liar ! 

Between  thi<,  f™f^  PH  your  Excellence, 

Ea.  Hawk  (excitedly)  rn. 

That  monerel  do„  f„n   r  8^***  White  Chief. 

Shall  sl^X"!,!!  ""  '""■  """  ^«'«  »«'-'' 
Fkont. 

Wert  thou  with  th»J.°  ^  *'"'' ''  •»"''  ""w, 
^houwith  these  wh.te  warrior,  when  ihey 

^P^"  *•>«■•  "'a'-ch  towards  Schenectady  ? 

^A.  HAWK    The  ^^e  White  Chief  Ws  all  thin^iKa,. 
Was  there,  as  says  my  father. 


Front. 


Ea.  Hawk 


Front. 
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The  hi).|Uoi8_niy  father'H  enemies 
Acrom  the  Iwrder;  that  my  father  sought 
Vcnjjeance  on  all  of  them. 

„^  ....  ,      Now,  Saint  Laurent, 

for  that  sign  manual  of  Sienr  Leslie  here. 


ST.  Laur.     What  need  of  lies  >     The  Indian  speaks  the  truth. 
A   J  T^   ^''°7'>™«1  them  at  Schenectady, 
And  De  Sore!  is  wholly  innocent. 

Front.         Who  set  thee  on  ? 

StLaur.  Nay,  that  I  will  not  tell; 

What  I  have  done,  I  answer  for,  nor  seek 

lo  throw  the  blame  on  others 
FRONT.  (MO^.Wy)  Take  M^  forth; 

Uuard  hnn  as  you  .shall  answer  it  •        e 

Send  him  a  Confessor. 


St.  Laur. 


p.     , , .  .  I  thank  you,  kindly, 

*or  this  exces.sive  courtesy— but,  as  I  lived 
*>o  1  piopose  to  die. 


Front,  (tn  OrdeAy) 

See  that  you  have  him  shot. 


At  sunrise,  then. 


St.  La,.r.  (,^„,ing  hi.  /„,„rf)  j  t^^e  my  leave 

Once  and  for  all-until  we  meet  again. 

Ea.  Hawk  (^pringn  frr.yrni)  ^''*''"^"  '"""'*  '''*"■) 

Wahl  spotted  mongrel,  neither  French  nor  Yankee 
A  warrior  spits  on  thee  !  ' 

St  Laur.  («;„&,  /,im)  And  thus  I  answer  thee  '■ 

{A,  EngUfatU,  h^  twnaMwh  St.  Laurent ;  both  die  at 
mime  moment.) 
Bl-SHOP  (cromng  himadf) 

Now,  God  liave  mercy  on  their  sinful  souls. 


Front. 


I  greatly  fear  your  Grace's  prayer  is  vain 

tw/*''  T'^''"i"^"  ■    *'""''"'''' "'«  greater  villain 
Strove,  a.s  he  died,  to  cross  himself ;  the  other 

n„»  ■  "**.      T**'  ^?™^-     '^«''  ">«''■  vengeance, 
One  on  the  other,  if  'twere  somewhat  ghastly 
Can  scarce  be  called  unjust. 


Lemue 


KW™  «.!.  i  1.  J  I         Besides,  it  frees  me 

To  hear  the  message  of  Sir  William  Phips. 
"^8  brief,  your  Excellence:  Sir  William  Phips 

Of  S^!  M*' Oracious  Majesty,  the  King, 
Of  Bntain  France,  and  Ireland,  -  ver-ljrf 
Of  these  plantations  in  Amerie^ 
Demands  you  yield  this  town  and  citadel 
Within  an  hour  of  noon :  whereof  this  flag, 

„        ,  (UnfcMM  Unim  J„ck\ 

Sh"a"f  lL"'th«"'*  "T'*,"  ""  y°"  battlements. 
Shall  be  the  signal.     I  await  your  answer. 

Fro.vt.  {poinU  Old  o/windmo) 

^LX,^"  TJ^^lT  ^^'^-  ^hat  spotless  flag. 
That  bears  the  lilies  and  the  fame  of  France 
Shall  never  yield  its  place  while  I  do  live 
To  any  other,  be  it  what  it  may. 
Tell  him,  moreover,  that  I  answer  him, 
Witl«n  an  hour  of  noon,  as  he  demands. 

They  that  speak  for  me  shall  be-My  cannon  I 
(Grmip;  Mmlc;  Ourtain.) 

Fmis. 


